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BRIGANDS IN SHOE LANE. 
“ The frequent captures by Brigands of Tourists abroad, and the heavy ransoms they demand for the release of their prisoners, have, I regret to say, tempted 
Papa to pi Thal rf calls ne § Sloper Banditti.’ The first raid was made the other morning on the Family Washerwoman, but I am inclined to think that 
although a very large sum has been demanded by Papa, the ransom in her case ts far more likely to take the form of unwashed shirts than actual bullion.””—Toortsix. 


THE ADVENTURES OF SOME SAUSAGES. THE POACHER. 


— 


THE late lamented Mr. Campbell was an eminent merchant, 
who, among other misfortunes, was the father of twenty- 
four children, 

One of these, Mr, Mungo Campbell, was brought up and 
genteelly educated in Scotland by an uncle, and, after serving 
for some time with great credit with the Loyal Highlanders, 
who in 1745 fought in opposition to the rebellion, he settled 
down in Ayrshire in the capacity of exciseman. 

An exciseman is rarely more popular than a tax-collector, 
and Campbell had the misfortune to incur the displeasure 
of the Earl of Eglinton by shooting a hare on his estate, an 
act which, he averred, he did in a moment of thoughtless- 
ness, and furthermore by some proceedings, which, in the 
exercise of his duties, he was compelled to take against a 
man called Bartleymore, one of his lordship's servants. A 

— " short time afterwards he and a brother ofticer, each carrying 
—_ \ \) | a gun, started one morming on an excursion in search of 
| smugglers. On the way they crossed a portion of Lord 

Eglinton’s estate, and they met his lordship, accompanied 
| by four or five of his servants. His lordship said, “Mr. 

Campbell, I did not expect to have found you so soon again 

on my grounds, after your promise when you shot the hare. 

I must desire that you will give me your gun.” But Campbell 


' fused to deliver up his property, because he said that he 

1. Porky, thet usages, HG ” said Porky; “I know who sent ‘em, 3. Buggs and Scraggy waxed wild. “What, yer re er up I J id 
and Goraggy kasw tbo eee hile oe preg bat Til ave revenge. I'll peck ‘em n'a clgar-box and varmint|™ yelled Burge.” would yer? Ram ‘em was not employing it in an unlawful manner, on which Lord 
ones. “Phew!” said Porky, “they're wrong ‘uns.” _ send ‘em back ; they'll think they've got a prize.” down his throat, Scraggy, we'll teach him manners.” Eglinton rode towards him, apparently with the intention 
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of taking it from him. Camptell, on this, raised his gun, and, 
retreating, preseuted itat him; but Eglintou, still following, asked 
himoaft he meant tosboot him. He said that he would if he did not 
keep off, and then Eglinton, dismounting (for he was ou horseback), 
ind going close to Cumpbell, again required that he should deliver 
up the weapon which he carried. The latter declared that he had a 
right to carry it, and that he would deliver it to no man, and 
repeated that his lordship must therefore keep off, unless he wished 
to be shot. Bartleymore now interfered, and Campbell, stumbling 
ugainst a stone, fell, and Lord Eglinton then advanced as if to seize 
him, Inamoment, however, Campbell raised himself on his elbow, 
and lodged the contents of his piece inthe earl’s breast. He criec 
out that he was killed, and Campbell was seized, but his lordship 
desired that no violence should be used towards him, ! 

Lord Eglinton died within a few hours, and the other was dragged 
off to gaol with his hands fastened behind him. 

After repeated debates as to the legality of his commitment and 
trial, he was eventually found guilty on the 27th February, 1770, 
and sentenced to die. 

The Lord Justice Clerk, before he pronounced the solemn sentence, 
addressed himself to the convict, advising him to make the most 
devout preparation for death, as all hopes of pardon would be pre- 
cluded, from the nature of his offence. 

The prisoner conducted himself throughout the whole proceed- 
ings with the utmost calmness, and took leave of his friends in the 
evening with great apparent cheerfulness; and, retiring to his 
apartment, he begged the favour of a visit from them on the 
following day. On the morning of the 28th of February, 1770, : 
however, he was found dead, hanging to the end of a form which 
he had set upright, and a silk handkerchief fastened round his neck. 

The following lines were found upon the floor, close to the body: 

“ Farewell, vain world! I've had enough of thee, 
And now am careless what thou say'st of me: 
Thy smiles I court not, nor thy frowns I fear: 
My cares are past ; my heart lies easy here. 


What faults they tind in me take care to shun; 

And look at home—enough is vo be done.” P 
_ The story sounds strange enough nowadays, when one can hardly 
imagine the unfortunate fellow would have suffered death for this 
rashly foolish blood shedding. 


| 
| 
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* * * « C4 * 

“It's a pity Poor Pa is only getting locked up at Bow Street and 
tumbling into the Thames to amuse himself, ain't it, Billiam?” 
murmured Alexandry. “If he was to go Welsh rabbit shooting, 
now, it might come a bit awkward.” 

“Ah,” responded the Blood-stained One,” sometimes it seems to 
me they did wrong to alter the good oldelaws. 1 suppose the Totter- 
ing Edifice’s boots wouldn't hardly fit you?” 

“ With the toes filled out with paper they would,” said Alexandry ; 
“and one would fit better than the other. They're odd ‘uns,” 

(Next week a screamer.) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

= 
*,* Owing to the demand on our space, we cannot guarantee to 
answer Correspondents immediately on the receipt of their 
ueries—particularly the queerest ; but all questions put to 
the Editor, or to any member of “THE FAMILY,” will be 
answered in due course. Correspondents wishing their MSS. 
or Sketches to be returned should enclose stamps for that 
purpose, 


B. B. (Her Majesty's Theatre, Dundee).— Read the “ Watch 
Announcement,” and then you will see all you desire to know. 
——KIDDERMINSTER.—Thank you very much for tag pleasant 
letter.——GLASWEGIAN.—ALLY is smitten with the beautics of 
Scotland, and Me Nab of that Ilk is“ ready to dee” for ALLY or 
any member of his “ kamily.°—¥F. J. KICHARDSON (Ruperra 
Street, Mon.).— Do read your “HALF-HOLIDAY” mure care- 
fully, dear boy, and you will find all you ask,——GARSTONIAN. 
—Vo, to your first query ; please yourself tu your second ditto, 
— Davy.— Give it up. We do not bah id to answer riddles 
of this deseriptun.—Jack (Ryde, I. of W.).—Thank you.— 
AN OLD SUBSCRIBER.—How much have you got to grumble at? 
—Van Huysen.—No usr, thanks —A.H. ft (Kentish Town). 
Much obliged, but of no vralue—A KENTISH FARMER.—Than 
for yn", “ Kentish potato,” which has bren placed among the 
* Relics.” ——OUTSPOKEN.— You are a fool—W. H. ELLAM 
(Airedale, South Norwood).—Send postage when you want things 
returned, What do you a ?—Jor Soap.—Keep your wool on. 
——W. A. LUKE (Acton, W.).—Thanks fur your enclosure, which 
has been placed among the “Relics."——\NkY (London).—Learn 
to curb jealousy ; it iz the worst of human passions——CITY OF 
LONDON PUBLISHING CoMPANY (Friar Street, Broadway, E.C.).— 

he St. George has emacs | improved in the right direction, 
ALLY SLOPER, the Eminent littérateur, wishes it every success—— 
K. F. FARREN (London ee in quod time. ome was not 
built inaday, nor the “ Sloper Watch” distributed to please every- 
one.——HUMBUG (No Address).—Pvor little thing !’is it so ver 
ealous? _Go to its mammy.—F. J. SPURDENS (Harford Street, | 
Norwich).— Thank iy Sor kind letter ——VIESKA (New Wands- 
worth).— Your mind is diseased ; bettcr have your brains white- 
washed. Of course, we know you are a personal friend of “Veritas,” | 

—— 


Rates of Subscription tor “Ally Sloper's Half-Holiday.” 


Toany partof the United Ki y poo Continent, Canada, and United | J 


States of America post-free : 
3 Months. 1s. 8¢.; 6 Months, 38. 3d.; 12 Months. 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.3 payable te GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 
PARIS. 


On sale at all Kiveques and Booksellers, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arranaement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 3 RUE LaFayette, 14d post-free. 


£1: 


And the *SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT” wil! be given for the 
Best Suggestion as to how A, SLOPER shoul 


i 


This sacouring of a bit of a difficulty, it would be as well to 
uddress all Competitions to— 
“THE EVICTION DEPARTMENT.” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 
*.° Lhe List will close this day, SATURDAY, OCTOBER 22ND, 1837, 
JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
: ° 
Why is the captain of a sailing vessel, wiro wishes to make a 
quick passage, like an infant in arms ?—Because he smiles when 
he’s got the wind, * 


SETTLE IRELAND. | | 
| 


_ Mother of six unmarried girls, 1 can't understand your remain- 
ing a bachelor, Mr. Warman, with so many nice girls all wanting 
husbands. 

Artful Bachelor. It's a family failing, madam. All my brothers 
are bachelors, my uncles are bachelors, and my father and grand- ; 
father were both bachelors. | 


[ Yet to this day hecan't understand why ereryore begantusnigger, | | 


MCGOOSELEY was very bad the other evening when he bronght 
in some copy, and was actually obliged to hold on to the door- 
handle. Fearing that he might fall, the editor said, “Come over 
here and take a chair, old man.” “’Sh all ri’,” replied the boozey 
one. ‘I'll wait here. thanksh. till it comesh roun’!” 


Greenwich by water. Who knows ? 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


HALF-HOLIDAY. 


(Saturday, October 22, 1887, 


Father of a Family, It isa grand institution, sir, is the Scho.) 
; of Art for women, and I shall support it to the utmost of my ability. 
Old Bachelor, 1f you will consider for a miuute, I'm sure you 
| will agree with me that it is perfectly unnecessary and supertiuou. 
for what woman ever lived that required to go to school to leary, 
art? 1t comes naturally to them, like swimming to young duc},. 


= 
THERE isacertain little tobacco shop near—but we must not giv. 
a gratuitous advertisement—where there is marked up in the wi,. 
| dow, “ Ici on parle Frangaise.” The other afternoon an individua| 
) entered, who said, “ Ha’ ye gotten ony gude sneeshen, Larsy !" «| 
‘ don’t understand French, sir,” replied the young lady behind 1), 
j counter; “but I will call the gentleman as does.” 


* 
Waiter (to Yokel), Here is the bill of Tare, sir. 
Yokel, Lukee ‘ere, Oi may bea —— but Oi aint sucha 
blamed fule as to pay no bill of fare or ir till Oi' ve someat to eat, 


* 
POETS say that “mother” is the sweetest sound 
That in the English language can be found, 
But e’en within the flute there seems a flaw 
When you affix to the mother—in law. 


» 

“THIs philanthropic business about not flogging boys at schoo! 
is all humbug,” exclaimed Sharpshins the other day. “Why, I pee 
had the lash laid on my shoulder for an hour at a time, and rather 
enjoyed it than otherwise.” “You have!” suspiciously remarked 
his friend. “What kind of a lash?” “Why, the eyelash of a 
pretty girl,” was the reply. + + 


ScENE—Cheapside. Cclebrated Watchmaker's Shop, 
ter Customer, 

Customer, | want a second-hand watch, if you please—gold. 

Shopman (with dpe d dead very bookatyls You have come to 
the wrong shop, sir ; we don't deal in second-hand articles here. 

Customer. | mean a watch with a second hand, my good fellow, 

Shopman (apologetically). Beg pardon, sir, I’m sure. Auythivg 
in this style, sir? +" 


THE ladies’ cabins on board the two new (or should we say the 
two news) of the Thames steamboats are rather nicely fitted up, 
and the other day the mate on board one of them found a young 
man arranging a scrubby apology for a moustache in front of the 
mirror in the forbidden domain. “ Beg parding, sir,” said the mate, 
“but this is the ladies’ cabing—genelmen aint allowed in ‘ere.” 
“ All right, my good man,” was the reply, “but I ain’t a gentleman, 
60 it dou’t matter to me.” a0 


Why is a pancreas like a loaf made of good wheaten flour /— 
Because it is a sweet-bread. «* 


Mr. Nouveau Riche (to wealthy acquaintance). We're rather 
bothered about what tocall our boy, Mr. Bullion. P’r'aps you could 
help us. We've only got three names. Yes; Algernon Augustus 
Rudolph. What else would you suggest? 

Mr, Bullion, Isn't that enough? ; - 

Mr, Nouveau Riche. Oh, no! For people in our position, he 
ought to have six at least. . 

7, Bullion, 1 should call him “ Etcetera,” then, if I was you; 
and that would save any amount of trouble. 


Youne Paddy had filled his dudeen, 

The blackest that ever was seen, 

When making a face like a kite 

He found that he'd nary a ne, ea 

Then he growled like a sore-headed bear, 

And was just.about to despair, ; 

When straight before him he perceived 

A big bonfire—so he believed. 

And joyfully r Paddy spoke — x 

“There must be fire where there is smoke, 

And deep within the heap of muck 

He thrust his pipe, and ’gan to suck ; 

But though | tried I could not learn 

If he got his *bacca to burn. 

= 
ONCE upon a time, McGooseley was inveighed into a temperance 
nny reading, put into a seat, and given a programme. Casting 
Ris fishy eyes over it, he conght sight of a familiar word, and calling 
the attendant back, he said, “Here, bring me a pint of ale! I'd 
rather have whishky ; but that willdo.” “We do not keep any- 
thing of the kind, my friend,” answered the shocked attendant. 
“What the blank blank do you mean?” cried McGooseley. “ You've 
‘ot it on your bill of fare, you blank blank idiot! Look there! 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 182.—The “Irish” Costume. 


a SUS nh SSS ses oe epee Scag ves 


Pimples swears that he is cut out 


for the sea. He has never been ae 
sea-sick in his life. Perhaps it is | afraid on yor? he attendant looked, and McGooseley was pointing to the last word 
because he has only been as faras | have been as long as on the sheet—“ Finale.” é* 

* 


wouldn't stoop to it, 


IT was at a garrison ball, where there were a sprinkling of civilians, 
whose black coats only seemed to add to the lustre of the scarlet 
jackets. 

: Jones (to his partner). 1 can’t understand how it is that all you 
young ladies seem to be so much attracted by these officers ' of 
course, they're all right, but we civilians are just as good. 
. Oh ti suppose it is constitutional, for I’m sure you neve! 
knew a girl who wasn’t pleased with a good offer, sir. 
* 


HE was not a bad sort, but he was a persistent and conscientiou- 
old bachelor, and the other evening Tottie Goodenough got at him. 
“You old bachelors are nothing but frauds,” she said. “ You don't 
marry because you can't get any nice girl to have you, and then you 
make a virtue of it. Why, I could make you marry me any day, i! 
I chose,” “ You would have to wait until I was in my second child: 
hood,” he observed, drily. “Oh! well, that wouldn't be so long, 
replied Tottie; and then, if friends had not interfered, there is nu 
knowing what he would not have done. 


_~ 
———— ee 


* 
Hostess. Will you have some apple jelly, Mr, O'Flaherty ! 
Mr. O’F. No, 1 thank ye, mum. ; , 
Hostess, Allow me to persuade you. It's really very nice. h 
Mr. O'F. Shure, and I don't doubt it ; but my father was kilt w i L 
appleplexy, so I've always been careful not totouch ’emat all, atall: 


EXTRACT FROM A LETTER FROM AFRICA. 
The weather, Sun over here is uncomfortably hot, it being almost stifling. 
I thought perhaps, as we generally run in Eogiend to keep ourselves warm, I 


should try running here to k yself 3 but it’ ood 1, so I é ; 
stippose Tsball have to grin end’ ar it. ecaliceaiineiuaal = Way is an Englishman l|ike four shillings and elevenpence half- 
co) |. = = = as penny ?—Because he is under a crown. 
t ‘\ * 
i | HED bought a little gun, 
| And just by way of fun 
| He pointed it one iornips at his head ; 
And then he tried the lock— 
| Of course ‘twas at full cock, wae 
And now his tombstone says his spirit’s fled. 
= * 
* 
W IT is a strange thing, and requires thinking over, when you say 
“a that an hoon tna 4 always non est when you go to collect au 


ScENE—Croydon Fair, ? 

Town Cousin, Well, John, what did yer think of the dwart? ‘n't 

Country Cousin (who has just come out of a show). Oh! eal 
up to much. I've seen a bigger wart nor ‘im down ‘t ‘ome. 

* ; * 

FUNRY is a born coward ; but as he stands nearly six feet von 
he presumes on his size, and always tries to bully smaller men 3 
himself. Two or three evenings ago, in a certain billiard-room. 
made a mistake, and insulted a plucky little fellow, who up W! aor 
tist and caught hima smack in the face, “Did you do teen le 
pose?” cried Funky, as big as bull beef. “ Yes,” replied ees Ml 
one; “and you can have another, if you want it.” ° Oh! tha tid 
right, then,” said Funky, as he turned away, “ I thought you 
it in fun, perhaps; and I don't like such jokes. 


F ~ > "“.# 
Voice from doorway.— Where are you 
going to Bungy ? Come back. Bungy.— | 
Let go, sir; didn’t I seea pretty girl wink 
at me as she was passing? Let go, I suy, | 
and let me follow her! 


THE ASTHETIC RAGE AGAIN. 


-Esthetic Bill admiring the beau 
Les of his own wall paper, 


Ks 
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saturday, October 22, 1887.) ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
TOOTSIE AT THE GAIETY. TWENTY SILVER 


ACCORDING tothe Dook Snook, who isan authority on the antedi- 
luvian epoch, Victor Hugo's thrilling story of the fovesick hunch- 
&, gay -dog 
soldier, luckless 
mountebank, 
rapacious 
priestly person 
giddy goat, and 
staid maiden wife, 
has been often 
utilized by play- 
writing people in 
France and Eng- 
land, It is truly 
one of the most 
exciting of stories 
ever written, and, 
as u melodrama, 
is calculated to 
move the well- 
regulated _ petti- 
coated spectator 
exceedingly. 

There was a 
capital melo- 
drama made 
from it, the Dook 
tells me, for the 
Adelphi, where 
also years and 

ears before Al- 

rt Smith had 
roduced a bur- 
esque on the 
subject, in which 
hdl ag was Grin- 
gouire, poet to Moses and Sons, and O. Smith, Claude Frollo, the 
priest, who is flung off the turret, but catches on by his skirt ona 
projection of stone or iron when, as the stitches of his cheap clothin, 
crack, he bitterly regrets his weakness in having allowed the sai 
Gringoire to induce him to buy goods of the advertising tailors, 
For the Strand, too, H. J. Byron, Snook tells me, did one of his 
merry pieces, founded on the same subject at a time when that 
opular little theatre had as good an entertaiument almost as is to 
be found there now under Miss Lydia Thompson's highly popular 
management; and he further adds that there was also a ballet 
called Esmrralda, at which he, when quite a young and very 
dawgish dawg indeed, did gaze rapturously on a certain famous 
premiere danseus», whose plaster cast, one leg short, he yet treasures 
tenderly in the cupboard he keeps his boot-jack in, who danced the 
eg “Ah, me!” says the Dook, and 1 don't mind adding 
“Just so!” 

Then after a 
while that Snook 
reverted to the far- 
off time of his 
youth, and vagnely 
chattered about a 
conquest of his (?) 
that was deserving 
of the honour of 
being classed as a 
Worthy. I asked 
the old stupid what 
he meant, and 
sorry I am I did, 
for he poured out 
a lot of twaddle 
about the Nine 
Worthies being 
Hector, Alexander, 
and Julius Cesar, 
Pagans; Joshua, 
David, and Judas 
Maccabeeus, Jews ; 
Arthur, Charle- 
magne, and God- 
frey de Bouillon, 
Christians, A 
pretty lot they were. 
Another might be 
added, Snook 
worthy to be—well 
hanged, or some- 
thing of that sort. 

Bob, who has been reading some old pla 
the pupils in Robert Green's comedy, Friar Bucun and Friar 
Bungay, would suit the Dook's case. [t appears that both the friars 
are conjurers, and the piece concludes with the pupil being carried 
off to the infernal regions on the back of a demon. 

The Gaiety show is awfully well a upon the stage, and the 
dresses very fetching indeed. My friend Charley Harris has no 
doubt given those puor dear girls a deal of worrit over the re- 
hearsals (and one at least, that Tottie Goodenough, I'm sure 
deserved it), but the result is great, and 1 think I may say Charley 
has this time surpassed himself. Ballyhooley Lonnen, only he’s on 
the off Killaloo this journey, is right-down screamingly funny ; 
George Stone weighs in well with Gringore; Marion Hood is a 
gipsy whose hand Masherdom would gladly cross with bits of 
silver; and Captain Pheebus, Fanny Leslie, is all life and go. 

The first night the new burlesque was a great go, and the genial 
George was summoned in front and loudly applauded. Indeed, 
there was as much, or 
more, summoning than 
there usually of 
Poor Pa at the end of 
@ quarter. 

efore the piece of 
the evening, “ Miss 
Esmeralda,” an old 
farce in which Charles 
Matthews, Mrs. Sid- 
dons, David Garrick, 
Betterton, Badeley 
and Ben Johnson, 
believe, took ‘ 
was revived. t is 
called Woodcock's 
Little Game, and was 
gees ya bit wooden ; 
ut whether, however 
it bo the fault of 
people present who 
some time before the 
Flood had seen it bet- 
ter played, or because 
Shakespeare and Sheri- 
dan are the only an- 
cienta allowable for 
stage purposes, [ can’t 
say—in fact, ft don't 
quite understand, Any- 
how, I hope the acting 
has worked up a bit 
since the first night, 
when, however, there 
was not quite a fair chance for it; and I think there is enough 
fun in Maddison Morton's piece, played briskly, to well amuse 
early comers, Altogether, let me assure you there isa very jolly 
evening just now to be had at the Gaiety Theatre. Go and see. 


Ari 


Captain Phoebus: 


Corpora! Gringoire: 
G.s FANNIE LESLIE. 


. STONE, 


SR ee FOIE 


Lsmeralda; Marion Hoop. 


8, says the fate of one of 


Claude Frollo: E. J. LONNEN. 


KEYLESS WATCHES 


GIVEN AWAY 
EVERY WEEK. 


THE “SLOPER” WATCH. 


Guarantced to keep perfect time 
With this week's “ALLY SLOPERS HALF- HOLIDAY," 
TWENTY “SLOPER” WATCHES 
will be given away to Purchasers of the Paper only. 


Each watch will have engraved upun et a faithful tikeness of 
A. SLOPER, Esq, Friend of Man, “Cut out ind fll in the Label 
printed below, and post it to-— 


THE “SLOPER* WATCR DEPARTMENT, 
"The Sloperies,” 
99 Bhoe Lane, London, B.C, 


“sSLOPER” WATCH 
COMPETITION. 


“‘ Aliy Sloper’s Half-Holiday,” October 22nd, 1887. 


Name 


Address. 


THE 


Age 


Occupation, if any 


How many times applied 


How long a Purchaser of) 
the “Half-Holiday’’ 


The results of each week's Ce will be published in “ALLY 
SLOPER’s HALF-HOLIDAY.” Zhe list for this week's Competition 
will close on Wednesday evening next, October 26th, 1887. The 
Result of the Competition of October 15th, 1887, will be published 
in the “HALF-HoLipay" for October 29th, 1887. 


*,* Specimen “ SLOPER” WATCHES are on view at “ The Sloperies.” 


63rd WEEK. 
RESULT OF OCTOBER 8th COMPETITION. 


The following Twenty Applicants have been awarded 
“sSsSLOPER”? WATCHES: 


1, WILLIAM JAMES COX, Timcekeeper, 153 Albert Road, Peckham. Age, 
36 years, Subscriber—since commencement. LONDON. 
2. MISS BIRD, 3 Melrose Gardens, West Kensington Park. e, 24 years 


Subscriber—from No. 1. D IN. 
3. JOHN STANNARD, Draughtsman, 21 Vernon Road, North Bow. Age, 34 
years. Subscriber—since commencement, LONDON, 
4. WILLIAM POOL, Mason, Reading Room. Age, 30 years, Subseriber— 
from commencemer:t. BREWOOD. 
5. JOSEPH GOODERIDGE, Porter, Shinetor Street. Age, 17 years, Sub- 
se BOC REN: Dacor, BSKOK Kédosl Udo: “Aga 16 pena b> 
6, WILLIE &, Scholar, School House. e, ra. 
NEWBRIDGE. 


scriber—2 years. 
7. JAMES SWANSON, Clerk, 6 Clyde Paper Mills. Age, 18 years. Subscriber 
—over 24 years. RUTHERGLEN. 
8. JOHN McMAHON, Stationer, Thomas Street. Age, 18 on 


set ear, GH. 
9. JASON HILL, Compositor, 6 Windsor Cottages, Denmark Road. aes 
years. Subscriber—33 weeks. BECCLES. 
10. HARRY MANDLEY, Hairdreaser, 44 Derby Road. Age, 24 years. Sub- 
scriber—21 months, 2 weeks. LE. 
11, WILLIAM W. BROWN, Chemist's Assistant, South Street. Age, 30 rears. 
Snbscriber—2) years. DUNS. 
12, JACOB WOOLLEY, Cellarman, 100 Faulkner Street. Age.62 years. Sub- 
scriber—over 3 years. GLOUCESTER. 
13, THOMAS KITCHENER, Builder, Bury Road. Age, 35 years. Subscriber— 
over 3 years. HEMEL HEMPSTEAD, 
14. STENNETT JOS. KITTSON, Storekeeper, G.E.R., Station Road. Age: 27 
years. Subscriber—30 months, MARCH. 
15. SAMUEL HERON, Newsagent and Stationer's Assistant, 13 Francis Street, 
aries rs, Subscriber—since commencement. NEWTOWNARDS, 
16, EAD 


FISHER, 22 West Brampton. Age, 26 years. Subscriber— 
about 18 months, NEWCASTLE (Staffs). 

17, JOSIAH JENKINS, JUNR., Schoolboy, Colomendz. Age, 17 eis 8ub- 
ears, UTHIN, 


seri 
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SONG FOR A POLICEMAN. 


HEM! i represent the law, 
"Sent the law. 
Of the beak upon the bench, well, I’m the claw, 
‘m the claw. 
I’m a terror and a snare 
To all not upon the square; 
And some envy me my uniform of blue, 
Yes, they due ; 
Many envy me my uniform of blue, 


Duty calls me on some roads, 
On some roads, 

Where, I own, I meet withrpleasant episodes, 

pisodes ; 

Where the housrmaids nave good looks, 

And obliging are the cooks, 

With no tly barracks near to make ‘em rue, 
Make 'em rux; 

Yes, it’s valued then, this uniform of blue, 


For the credit ot the Force, 
Of the Force, 

A proper sind I cultivate, of course, 
"Vate, of course ; 

But, though sad, it must be told, 

All that glitters is nor gold ‘ 

And the statement Mr. Gilbert made fs true 
Marie is true,— 

No, it’s not all joy to wear this dress of blue, 


‘TWAS NOT SO ORDER-ED. 


“AM | right in apprehending ‘that you have—er—taken orders, 
sir?” satd a gentleman in a long black frock coat and white choker, 
to second ditto in a second-class railway carriage. ‘Oh, yes, sir,’ 
replied that worthy. “And may I enquire, sir, what your opinion 
is concerning this terrible clerical scandal?” asked the cleric. 
“Well, sir, to tell you the truth, I can’t say as I feels interested in 
the matter.” ‘ But surely, sir,” said number one, terribly shocked, 
“as you belong to the church——” “ Beggin’ your parding, sir, but 
I don’t belong to nochurch,.” “But I thought you said you had 
taken orders?” “So I ‘ave, sir,” returned the second gentleman, 
“many athousand! I'm the 'ead waiter at Bertram and Roberts 
at the Aquarium,” 


Ee -ah™ 
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THE SLEEPING PSYCHE. 


— oa 


HE was an artist. He really had genius, and that was a fact. 
He did not wear long hair, nor yet green nor pink neckties, but he 
knew what he 
was doing. 

He had made 
a hit on aclassic 
figure subject. 
He had a big 
commission to 
de another, 

“The idea 
I’ve got”’—he 
was apeaking to 
a bold-faced girl 
with a fine fi- 

ure, who had 
n sitting to 
him as a model 
—‘is the Sleep- 
ing Psyche ; on- 
ly the bore of it 
is, | want a mo- 
del I expect I 
can't get. I 
want all the 
loveliness in the 
world at seven- 
teen years old.” 

The girl 


she said, ‘who 
would do it ex- 
actly, with a 
little pair of 
wings on her pretty little back.” 

“Can't you get her to sit?” said the artist. 

“To begin with,” said the girl, “she wouldn't care to sit for any- 
one, even in modern dress. And as to Psyche, with only a white 
robe, she’d hold up her hands and scream. She's engaged to be 
married, too.” . 

“It's cursedly awkward. I feel just in the hamour for working, 
and Lord Holkiss would give me a good £600 fora good thing.” 

“She is coming to tea with mother and me to-night. You might 
drop in and get an idea, any how.” 

“ All right,” he said. 

He went to tea. She was there, and as sweet a little thing as 
7 ever saw, with a pale face and auburn hair—a little white 
violet. 

“TI could get the idea in less than an hour if I saw her in the 

Tess. 

He said this 
to the model's 
mother. 

The woman 
looked at him 
curiously. 

“This is a 
large room,” she 
said; “you 
could draw 
from her here.’ 

“T could.” 

The mother 
jaughed. 

“If you bring 
the five pounds 
and the dress 
with you to- 
morrow at ten 
o’clock in the 
evening, you 
will get your 
study—or stay, 
send the dress 
earlier, and 
come at that 
time yourself ; 
we've got an 
easel here, and 
bring your can- 
waa” 


The model's 
rent was very 
motherly to the pretty little girl after the artist had left, en- 
quired about her sweetheart, how the furnishing was going on, 
ene peeened her to come to tea the next day and spend the evenin: 
with her. 

He turned up at ten. At the doorway he was met by the mod: 1's 
mother. He handed her the five pounds, en 

“ What a smell of opium, or chloroform, or something there is in 
the place,” he said. 

The woman laughed. 

“Go upstairs,” she said. , 

When he got into the first-floor front, on the sofa, clad in the light 
robes of the Psyche, lay the sweet little girl in the full glare of the 


“You might drop in.” 


He painted steadily, 


gaslight. 
“ How lovely!” he said. “I can do it now. I believe they’ve 
drugged her. But art is art after all.” 


e painted steadily foran hour, The little girl moved slightly. 
She was waking 
up. He left be- 
fore she woke. 

“She will be 
married next 
month,” said 
the model’s 
mother; “her 
young man 


would rha; 
be ril if he 
knew this,” 


* * * 

The sleeping 
Psyche was an 
enormous suc- 
cess at the 
Academy Show, 

But there was 
a great scandal 
about it. Some- 
one, unper- 
ceived, had 
thrown some 
acid over 
Psyche’s face 
and bust. The 
picture was ut- 
terly destroyed, 

One day the 
artist. met his 
model with a 
young work- 
man. 

The young workman scowled at him. The sleeping model wore 
a wedding ring on her finger. 

“T believe it was that beggar who destroyed my picture,” said 
the artist. 

So it was fora husband has his rizhts after all, 


The workman scowled at him. 
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—— 


Nx 
Tricky. Don't believe it, my boy. Don't believe the girl’. 
ever been seen without her “ bustle.” 


| 
| 
| 
| 


: HERE’S FORBEARANCE FOR YOU! 
First Looker-on (to S cond Ditto), Now, I call that downright senseless, I do, jumping one’s horse over hedges and ditches. I wouldn't do 
it myself. Sccond Ditto, Nor | either. And no more they would, 


ABOUT THE BALLET. 


\ 


ui es } 
Change my clothes! Can't, my winter ones are in pawn. 


- — ~~. > 


~ Py ) * 2 < 
| Neg 


az aN 


1, Founded by Louis XIV. in the year 173%, the 2. Yes; for weare told he“ Drew up the rules and regu- 3. But it can hardly be said it was an original idea 
Corps de Ballet, which from that date to the lations with his own august hand.” We wonder if Madame of the grand old manager's, if the frescoes of Hercu- 
present time has flourished—(Oh, bother the cut- de Maintenon approved of the majestic directorship of the lean-cum-Pompeil, ete., are to be trusted. The litilr 
: and-dried style !)—Old Looy Carthorse, when he light fantastic toe, as Milton has it, We should be figures there depicted certainly suggest the can-cun, 
ae 7 was seventy-five, first started the ballet, which he to imagine she did not. 4 more than the poetry of motion. 

: 2 stage-managed himself.> 


My 


/ 


maseeeeiT 


A CLEVER CONJUROR. 

Gentlemen, you all see this penny. Well, I shall immediately 
change it into two ha'pennies, What! you don't believe it! 
Will anyone oblige me with two halfpence? Thank you; 
there is the penny in return, Now, you see, the trick is done. 


4. Perhaps le Grand Monarque introduced the high 5. Shade of Albert Smith, say where are the Faglionis, 6. Oh, cigarette burners ! you have lost much hy 
kicks Finette indulged in twenty years ago, though the Fanny Ellslers, the Carlotto Grisis now, you used to _— being born so late. Stay! You have one who cat 
\ we should be inclined to think that the ballet move- chat so delightfully about? Are there none now left to still show you what the sublimity of motion |. 

ments were more of the gavotte or minuet order-—pos- delight the cigarette burners of the present day ? What! gone in for old English comedy! Well, 
sibly a blending of the two, we're sorry for you—we can't say more. 


Mac Maltry. Ye'll no tak’ my snuff. Ye mit have worse things 
in yer head, yer bantem cockatoo! 


ESS 
SS 


= 


AT BINKS’S PARTY. 


A COOL REQUEST. Poor Mary has lost her partner. He, poor fellow, is in the background, wondering THE HEARTLESS BRUTE. 
WMtzjigger. Lend us a bob, Spinks. Spinks, Have only gota tanner, why the earth don’t open and swallow him up, He has just noticed that he has a large Spoof. I say, Jones,are you married? — Jones. Not when 
my toy. Fitzjigger. Well, give us that, and owe me sixpence. hole in his trousers, I'm out, my boy, Only when I'm at home. 


run to that, yer know. 
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“Weasortion for Sale: 
pense 


+ 


e@ N 


\ ill 
\ i 


Avcgleeky S oe ‘ Tivolovely Pinak-eyes- A -Poithsit warriedls 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Phew! isn’t it cold? Bad enough to induce you to put your fingers on the ground and tread on them to make them warm. What do you think of these for blood-circulators _—Ducks and drakes of 
money made, Golden cggs no doubt were laid :-—An awkward fir in water deep, The poor chap's gone to his last sleep:—A careless man, without a doubt, Not to mind what he was about :—Get out, you 
brutes, the woman cried, to save the fence in vain she tried :—In smoking good for thee and mc? The Bishops scem to disagree :—The days of ating Se ree The maa, indeed, was quite insane :—Two 
wretched weeks of married life, Containing little else but strife.—Well, farewell, friends ; I can’t write more, as the ink is freezing in the pot, and the blood is doing ditto in my veins. I shall trot forth 
my show again next week—that is, if I’m not turned into a block of ice in the meantime ——-THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


l ‘PYGMALION TACKLETH MODELLING WAX. 


~ 


ADDING INSULT, ETC. 


Watter. I say, Mister, bring that food back. You're not Tt Io oa 
allowed to take it away in your pocket. The two bob don't ot she : be 


i the might 
it metamorpho seth 


Qed da 
* MHiat 


in thunder 


A QUESTION OF RICHES. | 


Beggar, Gi’ us a copper, guv‘nor. — 
Rev, Codger, Can't afford it, my man, Only get n thousand | The Origiual £y gun: JOG u Ly i ; : : 
Siualion, @ conceited scuiptor oL Cyprus, thinking to improve on Human Nature, nvdelled a pericc’ Wola ta ciay. dhe 
9 year, nnd can hardly live on that. goddess gave it life, he married it, and lived unhappily ever after.—See LEMPRIERE (New Luition), 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—~—- 


WHAT are the tender sex doing with our young men! A love- 
lorn youth the other day riddled himself with a bullet at Charing 
Cross, being the se- 
cond infatuated swain 
who had shot himself 
on behalf of the passing 
fair, A day or two 
after a young = fel- 
low was observed walk- 
ing briskly along Ox- 
ford Street, to him, 
indeed, “a stouy- 
hearted stepmother.” 
He was going quickly 
«long, when suddenly 
he was seen to lift a 
small bottle to his lips, 
All but simultaneous! 
he fell down dead, 
the phial having con- 
tained prussic acid, In 
the pocket of the sui- 
cide was found a small 
i ie of a girl, 
and a lock of hair, Oh, 
virls! you have a lot 
to answer for, 

bad 

ACCORDING to cer- 
tain allegations lately 
made in the Bow 
Street Police Court, 
some London _firms 
have 
from a systematic 
theft of carpets: Tn one place no less than two tons—by no 
means a small quantitv—of carpet were discovered, and this, it was 
asserted, had been carried away from certain places of business by 
the men employed, who, to escape detection, wrapped so many 
yards of Wilton or tapestry about their bodies on leaving work. 

’erseverance, the old proverb says, is always rewarded, but the 
man who would persevere in purloining two tons of carpet ata 
time is likely, if the case be proved, to meet with a reward other 
than a pleasant one. * 

* 


‘THE Blood-Stained One really feels sympathy for the prisoner 
who has been sentenced to three months’ hard labour for unsuc- 
cessfully trying to appropriate a plum pudding. The poor fellow 
was only making provident provision for the forthcoming festive 
serson. MORAL.—Although it is only October, better appropriate 
the materials for a Christmas pudding than lay violent hands upon 
the article itself, oe 

* 

JONES apperrs to be anice father. It seems, the other day he and 
his daughter, a child of nine, were away from home with a huck- 
ster’s cart when, without a moment’s warn- 
ing, Jones lifted up the child and threw 
her bodily out of the cart. She ran intoa 
potato-tield adjacent, where the bright 
parent followed and beat her unmer- 
cifully with a heavy stick. He then 
drove off, leaving her to her fate. Next 
morning a farmer found the child, stiff and 
unable to move, lying between the potato 
ridges. A doctor was summoned, and 
found the child in a critical condition. 
Father Jones is now recruiting himself 
with a three months’ rest. 

* 


* 

A. SLOPER is delighted to see that Hood's 
Comio Annual for 1888 is out, and that it 
beats all previous records, A. SLOPER has 
always prided himself on being able to give 
about as much for the money as any man 
since the time of Adam; but he’s begin- 
hing to doubt whether Hvod’s Annual for 
1888 doesn’t teach him a lesson. The 
Friend of Man calls special attention to 
the story by George R. Sims, F.O.S., en- 
titled, “ The Lost Author,” being an account 
of the adventures of Mr. Horsman Gaunt 
and one “Sloppygas,” with screaming 
illustrations by Gordon Thomson, F.O.S. - 
The Eminent is more than interested in 
this Mr. Sloppygas, because from his name : 
he gathers that he must, in some way, be related to him. Feel- 
ing that everyone who buys “ALLY SLOPER’s HALF-HOLIDAY” 
would like to solve the Sloppygas mystery, you are recommended 
to purchase a copy of Hood's Comic Annual for 1888, which can be 
obtained everywhere for the smal! sum of one shilling sterling. 

.* 
» 


THE weather is rapidly going wrong. A few days ago we had an 
intensely cold rain, and the leaves fell in showers from the trees. 
Then news came to hand that snow had fallen in the North of 
Scotland, accompanied by a sharp frost. This set all the good 
people otf London ina shiver. The feeling of dread, however, was 
not allayed when the evening papers announced that snow had 
falien in large flakes on the hills around Monmouth, and that a 
large flock of wild geese had passed over that place en route 
towards the mouth of the Wye. When the geese begin to stir it is 
quite clear that they know Christmas is coming on, and that frost, 
as well as sage and onions, may be expected. 

-=* 
* 

ALLY hears that Germany, Austria-Hungary, and Italy, have 
come to an agreement not to accept the proposal which France is 
expected to make for the appointment of 
the Consuls General at Cairo as Commis- 
sioners for the supervision of the Suez Canal, 
but will adhere to the scheme for an Inter- 
national Commission after the pattern of the 
Danubian Commission, and under the presi- 
dency of Turkey. This decision on the part 
of the three Central European Allies has, of 
course. been taken out of friendly re to 
England’s present position in Egypt. 

= 


- 

A WRITER inacontemporary asks, “ Who 
snaps up the neat-handed Phyllises who an- 
nually are turned out by our schools and 
institutions fully trained for domestic ser- 
vice?” We give itup. In fact, it is long 
since we met witha neat-handed Phyllis our- 
selves. Phyllis, as a rule, has feet the size of 
Yorkshire hams, and fists which would do 
credit toa drum-major. We do not care to 
adventure an opinion rashly, but we have a 
faint suspicion that the neat-handed Phyllis 
who is supposititiously snapped up really 
does not sutfer that fate. Wer absence is 
aecounted for by the fact that she has no 
existence, oe 

* 

THE Eminent hears that the Yale Lock 
has no less than sixty millions of possible 
combinations, The burglars of the United 
States have therefore given it up as a bad job. At a conference 
which these artists lately held, they passed a resolution that it 
would be far less trouble to lead an honest and virtuous life than 
attempt to deal with such a masterpiece of ingenuity, 


been suffering | 
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ACCORDING to the new arrangements which prevail in theatres, 
playgoers, while running less risk than heretofore from fire, are in 
considerable peril from water. A few 
nights ago the performance ina Parisian 
theatre was interrupted by an inunda- 
tion in the stalls. There was a slight 
panic and a swift stampede amongst 
the occupants of the seats, After a 
little while order was restored, the 
spectators being told that the sudden 
showerbath was due to the bursting of 
a pipe, which caused the reser- 
voir to overtlow, Music was 
accordingly resumed, and all 
returned to their places ps pd 
the ill-starred recipients of the 
unlooked-for doue e, 

* 


* 

LEICESTER has been making 
merry over the marriage of two 
people whose marital future 
should certainly be unclouded. 
The lady was a deaf mute, and 
so was the gentleman, Happy 
couple! Never can the bride- 
groom’s ears be reft with the 
shrill objurgations of the wife, . 
or the tender heart of the latter wounded by the sarcastic remarks 
of her husband when the cold mutton makes a repeated appearance 
at the dinner-table, or the matutinal rasher and the eternal egg do 
their daily advent upon the breakfast cloth, 


* 

Ir, as unhappily appears only too probable, H.M.S. Wasp has 
really been lost, the superstitious among us will have another 
argument in their favour. The fact that the last Wasp belonging 
to the British Navy went down just three years ago otf the coast 
of Ireland will not be overlooked by those who believe that there 
is much ina name, “Give a dog a bad name and hang him” will 
Ae supplemented, Snook says, by “Give a ship a bad name 
lose her.” ole 


A NOVEL club has been started in London. It is an association 
of amateur photographers, who have combined together for 
scientific and social purposes under the name of the Camera Club. 
One of the novelties amongst its resources is ‘‘a dark room, avail- 
able for members at any time.” We think we shall join. There 
have been times in our life when we have literally pined for a dark 
room. But we will say no more. | 


* 

Fascination, which was produced recently at a matinée at the 
Novelty Theatre, should most certainly be tried in the evening bill, 
Harriet Jay, who ALLY well “ 
remembers seeing in a certain 
male character, acts splendidly 
in it—better by far than the 
Eminent ever remembers see- 
ing her do before. Open the 
Novelty again, Harriet, and 
give the public a chance of 
seeing what you can really do 
ifyoulike. « + 


“THREE Lucky Shots,” by 
Oscar Park, is the title of a 
new book which the Friend of 
Man advises all his readers to 
procure for themselves. One 
shilling does it. If any reader 
should feel disposed to buy 
the book for some other per- 
son, also, well and good, let 
him do it; A. SLOPER will not 
stop him, and the author will 
not grumble. Inagreat num- 
ber of cases a glance at the first 
few pages of a novel, as novels 
go now-a-days, is only needed 
in order to find out the groove 
in which the whole plot runs, 
if plot there be; but with 
“Three Lucky Shots” the re- 
verse is the case. The reader 
cannot tell how thiugs are to be set right in the end, as all thin 
should, until the end of the book has been reached. This is as it 
should be. ALLY and his friend Iky Moses always believed in 
keeping the interest up to the end, and this is done excellently in 
“Three Lucky Shots.” AP 

* 


SoME people in the country are alleged by a contemporary to 
have seen “a celestial elephant.” Our authority, however, does 
not say how many more drinks it takes to see a celestial elephant 
than to witness two moons at one time, 

** 
» 

A TIN-PLATE worker has been making love ina most unprece- 
dented fashion. He had been keeping company with a pretty 
young girl named Miss Margaret Maron for a couple of years, and 
apparently no quarrel had disturbed the sweetness of love-making, 
A few days ago, however, the tin-plate worker met the girl in the 
street, and, without a word, caressed her with a knife, stabbing the 
unfortunate woman no less than seven times in the neck; an 
eccentricity of behaviour into which the Manchester magistrates 
are inquiring. ae 

* 


A FIEND in human form, who seems to wish to push Father Time 
along, has sent ALLY a cardboard diabolism which is called a Per- 
potest Daily Calendar. It is possible 

y it to obtain an almanack for any 
year from 1753 to 2005, It appears 
that in the year 1989 the Ist of January 
will bea Sunday. This is deeply in- 
teresting. If the almanack would tell 
SLOPER what he will be doing on that 
blessed Sunday morning, 
he would take an interest 
in the darned thing. As 
it is, however, he simply 
gazes across the blank of 
years, and wonders who will 

e writing this column one 
hundred and two years hence. 


“* 
* 


QUITEa blithe soul appeared 
at the Mansion House one day 
last week. He gave his name 
as Richard Tichborne Doughty, 
and stated that he was con- 
nected with the Tichborne 
family. Besides this, his father 
and mother “ were descendants 
of King Edward, though 
Richard III. robbed them of 
their birthright, in fact, the 
Crown of England belonged to 
him, and he intended to claim 
it.” By this time silence,which 
might have been cut with an axe, had fallen upon the sitting court. 
and it was increased by Mr, Tichborne Doughty suggesting that if 
the alderman would kindly “order up” the Coronation Stone he, 
the speaker, would stand on it and mike a speech. The alderman 
did not, however, accept the proposition, and Mr. Tichborne 
Doughty was gently removed to the Stone Lunatic Asylum, 
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A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING OCTOBER 29TH, 1887, 
—~— ‘ 


23rd October, 1667.—On this day Charles II. laid the first 
stone of the column on the west side of the north entrance of th. 
second Royal Exchange, after which he was plentifully regaled 
“with a chine cf beef, grand dish of fowle, gammons of bacon, dried 
tongues, anchovies, caviare, &c., and plenty of several sorts of wine 
He gave twenty pounds in gold to the workmen, The entertain. 
ment was in a shed, built and adorned on purpose, upon the Scotch 
Walk.” In Wren's 


t scheme for rebuilding London, he propose | 
tomake the Royal Exchange the centre nave of London, from whenc.- 
the great sixty-feet wide streets should radiate like spokes ina hus. 
wheel. The Exchange was to stand free, in the middle of a great 

iazza, and was to have double npianees as the Forum at om. 
had. Wren’s scheme. however, fell through, and Mr. Jerman, one ot 
the city surveyors, undertook the design. 

23rd October, 1844.—The steamer Lucy Walker, stopping at New 
Albany, on her route from Louisville to New Orleans, this day ex- 
ploded: er three boilers at once, killing between 60 and 60 persons, 
and wounding many others, 


24th October, 1852.—Daniel Webster, the great Amerie: 
statesman, lawyer, and orator, who died this day, when quite youn. 
at school, was one day guilty of a violation of the rules, He was 
detected in the act, and called up by the teacher for punishment. 
This was to be the old-fashioned feruling of the hand. His har! 
happened to be very dirty. Knowing this, on his way to th. 
teacher's desk he spat upon the palm of his right hand. wiping it 
off on the side of his pantaloons, “Give me your hand, sir,” s:i:| 
the teacher very sternly. Out went the right hand, partly cleaned. 
The teacher looked at it a moment, and said, “ Daniel, if you wi!/ 
find another hand in this schoolroom as filthy as that, | will let you 
off this time!” Instantly from behind his back came the left 
hand, “ Here it is, sir,” was the ready reply. “That will do thi. 
time,” said the teacher ; “you can take your seat, sir.” 

24th October, 1739.—The Mansion House was this day founded 
on the site of the Stocks Market. The Lord Mayors in old time- 
dwelt in the neighbourhood of the Old Jewry. The Stocks Market 
was built for the sale of fish and flesh by Henry Wallis, Mayor in 
the tenth year of the reign of Edward I. Before this time a pair ot 
stocks had stood there, and they gave their name to the market, 


26th October, 1760.—The accession of George III. Thack- 
eray records that in the early part of his reign the king and queen 
with the royal children, frequently walked on the terraces and 
slopes at Windsor, in the presence of considerable numbers of th: 
highest classes of society. On an occasion of the kind, one of th: 
re suddenly bolted, and running up toa lady, wrapped himselt 
in her dress. The king, observing what had happened, instantl; 
went and withdrew the prince from his hiding-place, and taking ott 
his hat, addressed the lady in these words: “ Madam, the only 
apology 1 can possibly make for this rude boy is, that, in what he 
has done, he has at least shown his good taste.” The lady was at 
that time young, blooming, and handsome. Louis XIV. could not 
have shown greater courtesy on such an occasion than was mani- 
fested by George III. ‘ i ‘ 
25th October, 1764.—William Hogarth died this day at Chiswick. 
It would seem that in the painter’s time, the th at the end of his 
name was pronounced like ¢. Churchill says -— 
“How I want thee, humorous Hogarth! 
Thou, I hear, a pleasant rogue art.” 


26th October, TTSG.— Hides Frodsham, the “ Yorkshir: 
Roscius,” a celebrated actor, died this day at York, where he hai 
so long been the idol of the stage, and received such unqualitie 
flattery, that he fancied himself equal in many tragic parts to th. 
reat Garrick, and would not have exchanged the applause of «1 
York for that of a London audience. He was only once in 11: : 
metropolis, and then only fora few days, during which he vi-ite| 
Garrick, whom, as well as Mrs, Garrick, he surprised and battle! 
with his freedom and self-sufficient airs, saying that “he was 
Roscius in his own quarters, and neither wanted nor wished for an 
engagement in London, but came there merely to see a few plays. 
and visit a brother genius.” 

26th October, 1873.—J. C. Heenan, the antagonist of Tom Sayer- 
in the memorable international fight at Farnborough, in April, Is. 
died this day on the Pacific Railway. i 

26th October, 1886.—A block, lasting throughout the night, wa- 
this day caused by a fire, which broke out ina rag-dealer’s ware- 
house prernangink an open cutting near King’s Cross. A larg 
portion of the burning premises fell down upon the liue, and ail 
traffic had to be temporarily suspended. 


27th October, 1728.—Captain James Cook, the celebrate! 
voyager, was born this day. When this famous navigator returned 
to England from the Sandwich Islands, he brought with him, on a 
visit, the high priest Omai. Being invited to dine with a distin- 
guished nobleman, a dish of stewed cherries was placed before him. 

uddenly he arose, in a state of intense excitement, and angrily 
left the room. Several of the guests followed, inquiring what hid 
given him such sudden offence ; but he was sulky, and refused to 
reply for some time. At last he told them that he was no more 
accustomed to partake of human blood than they were. i 

27th October, 1572.—The two protestants, Briquemait and Ca- 
vannes, who were falsely accused of the Coligny conspiracy, were 
this day destroyed, with their children, lad 

27th October, 1810.—Bonaparte this day ordered all British gools 
found in France to be burned. This was not the surest way to dis- 
courage manufactures, 


28th October, 1680.—On their return from a visit to London, 
the president and members of the Municipal Council of Faris this 
day sent to the Lord Mayor a magnificent bouquet, measurine *! 
feet in circumference, and representing the arms of the City of Pari-. 
with its motto, “ Fluctuat nec mergitur,” in a ad heraldic colours. 
The ship which bears 80 striking a part in the city’s arms, was com- 
posed in the bouquet of white lilac on a ground of red carnations, and 
was surmounted by three fleurs-de-lis on a ground of blue coru- 
flowers, with a coronet of gold-coloured chrysanthemums. Thr 
motto was in damask rosebuds, with a wreath of oak-leaves and 
laurel. The groundwork of the boquet was of white lilac and white 
carnations, with wreaths, 6 inches deep, of corntflowers, “Souveulr 
de Malmaison” roses, white chrysanthemums, orchids, and ferns. 
The bouquet, which was so large that it had to be unpacked in the 
street before it could enter any door in the Mansion House, was 
hung with tricolour ribands, with the inscription, ‘Au Lord Maire. 
26th October, 1880,” es 

28th October, 1873.—The old Opera House in the Rue Lepellier. 
Paris, was this day destroyed by fire. f d 1 

28th October, 1792,—Jolin Smeaton, the eminent mechanic an 
engineer, who built the Eddystone lighthouse, died this day. 


29th October, 1757.—Admiral Vernon, who captured Porto- 
bello from the Spaniards, died this day. Grog, the sea term for rum 
and water, was so called from Admiral Vernon, who wore a grogram 
coat in bad weather, and was nicknamed Old Grogram. The name 
was first applied to the rum and water drank on board his ship in 
the West Indies in 1740. Grog consists of one part of spirits diluted 
with three of water. As the water on board in olden times became 
very unwholesome, it was necessary to mix it with spirits, but iron 
tanks have partly remedied this. A ship is said to be groggy whe 
crank, and birds when crippled. . 

29th October, 1881.—The Venice gondolieri this day went on strike 
in consequence of the introduction of small steamers on the chic! 
canals threatening to absorb the periodical traffic. le 

29th October, 1864.—John Leech, of Punch, the most fertil: 
humorist known in modern pictorial art, died this day, aged fifty- 
seven, 

29th October, 1885.—The Great Eastern peig:pnee d after, many 
misadventures, was this day sold by auction at Llovd’s for £26." 
toa private merchant. 


Saturday, October 22, 1887.) 
TEMPORARY OCCUPATION. 


THE burglar of Bulgaria said, 
“Oh, deem it not a crime 

That | should break into your house, 
’Tis only for a time. 


“Tis only for a time, sweet pet ; 
Come! give this pouting oer! 

Your freedom and your property 
Is all 1 ask—no more, 


“When both are mine, enchanting maid, 
Be sure I'll go away.” 

“Oh, can it be,” the maiden sighed, 
«That I’ve no friends to-day /” 


“You've pays said the burglar bold, 
“Such luck your lot attends 

That you resemble much, my dear, 
The hare with many friends, 


“ And that’s the reason why I mean 
Your mansion to invade ; 
But then, ‘tis only for a time, 
Remember that, sweet maid.” 
ESS SENS 


MORE RUCTIONS. 

Poor Penhecker is in trouble again. 
Last week he met an old school friend, 
who invited him to his club, and when P. 
returned home, his wife immediately re- 
cognised the smell of sherry and cigars 
clinging to his breath, and started at once 
conamore. “My g woman,” said Pen- 
hecker,made bold by two shilling havannas, 
‘it is simply waste of breath for you to talk to me in that manner ; 
you had better leave off.” “I shall talk as .ong as I please,” re- 
plied his much better half. “Good woman, indeed! if that’s the 
case,” said P., “you'll leave off at once, for you've ceased to please 
for a long time.’ [And then the entertainment commenced, 

Se 


SLOPER AS A “pti an 

IT was last Sunday afternoon, and ALLY, ha ng to ea 
little earlier than usual, caught Alexandry and iis friend Higgins 
indulging in a little mild gambling in the k kitchen, “I’ve told 
you before, Alexandry,” said the old man, more in grief than anger, 
“that | won’t allow you to toss, and on Sunday particularly ; an 
now I shall have to give youa flogging.” “T’ll toss you double or 
quits, dad,” exclaimed the young reprobate, as he spun the penny 
into the air; and from force of habit, his father called—a woman, 
It came a head, and shaking his patriarchal cranium, the Eminent 
Fossil walked sadly away. 


Each Week's Competition Complete in Itself. 


SLOPER’S WEEKLY PRESENTS. 


The Friend of Man is now giving Two Substantial Presents away 
every week to Purchasers of “ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF- HOLIDAY ”"— 
one toa Lady, and one to a Gentleman. All that has to be done 
is to cut out and fill in the Label printed below, expressing a wish 
“what the Applicant is in want of,” and post it to:— 

ALLY’S “ PRESENT” DEPARTMENT, 
“The Sloperies,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, B.C, 

*,* Applicants must write distinctly in left-hand corner of 
Envelope whether it is a Lady or Gentleman applying. 


SLOPER’S WEEKLY PRESENTS. 
“Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday,” October 22nd, 1887. 


Name 


Address 


* “Sloper Watches” will not be given. 
38th WEEK. 


RESULT OF OCTOBER 8th. COMPETITION. 


The following Applicants have been Awarded 
‘“sLOPEBR PRESENTS.” 


1, MRS. E. BENDING, Thornville Cottage, WINCANTON. 
A BEDROOM LOOKING-GLASS. 


2, H. COYSH, 10 Plainmoor Terrace, St. Marychurch, TORQUAY. 
A CONOERT FLUTE. 


TOOTSIE’S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY. 


Advertisements, as under, will be inserted in this column free of 
charge, provided the Sender's Name and Address is enclosed with the 
Kecricnaen, not for publication, but as a guarantee of good faith. 


Address—TOOTSIE, “ MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C, 


A YOUNG LADY, aged 20, tall, fair, with blue eyes and cheerful 

disposition, wishes to correspond with a tall dark gentleman with a view 
to matrimony, age about 25, with moderate income. indly send photo to 
“BEATTIE.” “TOOTSIE'S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” “The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe 
Lane, London, E.C, 


Vy YVILLE, aged 26, desires to correspond, with a view to early 
inarriage, with a young lady possessing good common sense, and capable 
ot making a homely loving wife. Advertiser is of medium height, passable 
features, blue eyes; possesses Mterary and musical aspirations, Photos exchanged. 
Striclest secrecy observed and required. Address—* WYVILLE,” “ TOOTSIE's 
MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” “ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


\ 1 DOW LADY, considered nice looking, aged 35, lively manners’ 

yood disposition, small income, wishes to correspond with quiet elderly 
tentieman or tradesman with view to matrimony. Address —“ KENTISH,” 
+ Toorste’s MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” “ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, 
ed 


4 GENTLEMAN with a thriving business in a provincial town, 
+ widower, dark, and considered good-looking, aged 36, would be glad to 
vorrespoud with a domesticated lady froin 30 to 34. Address—“ MAN O' THE 
ele 8 ATA MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” “ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, 

votndon, ELC, 


f ha O YOUNG LADIES, aged 18, would like to correspond with 

two young gentlemen not over twenty with view to marriage. Daisy ts 
tall, fair, cousidered good-looking. Tottie is dark, medium height, and pretty, 
‘» letters answered unless photos are enclosed. Address—* DaIsy or TOTTIE,” 


. now ths MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” * The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Laue, London, 


“2° NOTE —Tootsic undertakes, free of charge and post-Srec, to 
Jorward unopened, to the parties interested, all letters received in 
Aes y to the above advertisements, Advertisements already reccired, 
which do not appear above, will appear as svon as space admite, 


| would be more to your taste, eh, old scorcher? 


| 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


> 


"," In consequence of the enormous number of letters received, we 
are unable to publish those selected as soon as we could desire; 
but the Editor wishes tu assure his Correspondents that all 
letters of importance and interest, and of moderate length 
will be sure to sind a place ultimately in his Letter-Bow, a 
he therefore incites correspondence vvall subjects, 


93 SLOANE STREET, WHALLEY RANGE, MANCHESTER. 
DEAR MACSLOPER,— How are your poor feet after their wetting? 
It will do you good, my old geezer, as | don't think water seems to 
be much in your line, either as applied externally or internally, 
Now, if you had tried to drown your woes in a barrel of ale, it 
Being a true 
Scotchman, although at preseut away from my banks and braes, | 
am shocked at the scantiness of your kilt; and where, oh where 
has your skhentdhu and dirk gone tu? I suppose you have given 
them to Mrs. Sloper too “ peel ‘taties wi’.”| The bottle is not in the 
instantaneous photo taken during your downward course ; possibly 
the rash act was committed because it was empty, and you hadn't 
the necessary fourpence to retill it. Convey my love to darling 
Tootsie, the darling of my heart, Respects to all others of the Noble 
Family. From your Scottish friend, B. M. 
P.S.—Stand the MacNab a drink for me, and I will repay you 
hundredfold on sight. Let’s have more of him in the coming 
numbers. | have had your paper every weck since the start, and am 
always sorry when he isn't in it. 


H.M.S. “ BELLEROPHON,” HALIFAX, N.S., Sr ptember 30th, 1887. 

DEAR OLD KEDNOSE,—If you can squeeze a small letter in your 
valuable paper from the Belle of the W., Indies Station, you will 
confer a favour upon not a few interested ones. We have a prim- 
rose on board, which has been blooming since the beginning of the 
commission, and is, by its appearance, full blown and ready for 
plucking from our midst. This being coaling day, and a prospect 
of leave in view, we one and all worked with a will, and soon 
finished, and the ship clean. But the pots and glasses, which were 
being, in imagination, raised to our nee were very speedily dashed 
to the und, proving beyond a doubt “That there is many a slip 
*twixt the cup and the lip.” After working from 1 till 3.30, hauling 
the ship out to the buoy, the lower deck was cleared, and we had 
the mortitication to stand for half-an-hour listening to our dear 
“ Dolly” reading the stations for “out boats.” Being well up (in 
cuffs and collars), he, after a desperate struggle, managed to get 
four boats out in two hours, Had he received all the “ lessings ” 
that were heaped upon hin——but enough. His petty tyranny did 
not stop at this, as we were informed that there was no leave. 
“General Quarteis” at 10 P.M. finished up one of the miserable days 
that we have experienced since first commissioning this West 
country Belle, A favour was asked by one of our ofticers last week, 
which was refused. “All flesh is Sgr: but we were not so green 
as to grant his request, considering the injustice that we often 
receive. If there is any young lady with means amongst your 
* Matrimonial Correspondents” who would take pity on me, and 
take me as | am, a good-looking and healthy “young tar,” and 
release me from these bonds, she will oblige yours, &c., 

JOVIAL JACK. 
Please ask dear Tootsie. Don’t let poor Jubilee join the Navy. 


99 DANDER KNow, MUSSEL CRAIG, September 30th, 1887. 
DEAR OLD FRIEND.—l’ve aye been expekin ye tae geis a caw in 
some o’ thae days, kennin fin that the Elder wid hae gein yearn 
invite tae hae a shot at the Muckle Laird’s paitriks, bit [ dout its 
ie cauld north ‘here, aye eno’, an’ ov course we canna gie ye yer 
vourd tipple bit ye might be doin we a drap CY the rale Glencadan 
man, it’s fine. I've haea bottle i’ the wa’ pres for near ten year, and 
A'll brak it fan yecom. We're afu’ ancious tae see ye here—aboot 
bit for masell. A’ll be rale weel pleased if yel only send yer bonnie 
dachter tae represent the Family, bit.keep Lord Bob at hame. 
I am, yours faithfully, SANDY SICARPOUCHES. 
To ALLY SLOPER, Esq., F.O.M. 


Brighton Society OFFICE, 31 NORTH STREET, BRIGHTON, 
October 1st, 1887. 

EMINENT ALLY,—What can I do to gain eternal joy in the pos- 
session of your “Certificate of Merit”? I yearn to have one to 
exhibit in the window of these premises, to the envy of myself, 
aud also, I hope, to the greater renown of your name, and the wider 
circulation of the merry journal you animate. 

Something I have done. 1 started Brighton Sucicty, and have 
not dropped money over it. The paper has been a success right 
away from its first number. Trusting this may secure your favour- 
able consideration, your Eminent’s most obedient, 

DAN O'CONNOR. 


AN ADVENTURE. 
BY OUR OWN KNIGHT ERRAXT. 

A LITTLE lady, young and fair. 
Was 1n a tramway car, 

And her weary manner showed 

She'd travelled from afar. 


Her face was troubled as with care,— 
Some thought her mind oppressed.— 
She took no note of other girls, 
Nor cared how they were dressed. 
For this poor girl, weighed down with woe. 
My heart was filled with pain, 
And once, and twice, I looked at her. 
And then I looked again. 


At length she noticed me and blushed, 
Then gave vent toa sigh ; 

She tried to speak, but all her words 
Upon her lips would die. 


“ Be not afraid,” I quickly said : 
“In me behold a friend ; 

See, I am strong; I will protect, 
Or money | will lend.” 


®1 don't want money, nor a friend,” 
The maiden fair replied. 

“In heaven’s name, what is't you want?” 
Excitedly I cried. 


She blushed again, and soft exclaimed. 
“It is no use to fret : 

The things gave way, the truth to tell, 
That feed my zrinolette 1” 


PRIZE COMPETITION. 
£1:1:0 ant the “SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT” have becn 
presented to 
A. VINCENT. 6 Leopold Crescent, Grenfell Road. Maidenhead, 
for the Best Sample of 
OCTOBER BREWS OR BOOZE, 


Cateulated to inspire A, SLOPER with renewed energy after his 
recent battles, 


——— 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

Wuy doesa servant cuing up Vesuvius present one of the greatest 
phenomena in nature '—Becauso the valley (valet) ascend the 
mountain. 

INDEPENDENCE.—Kee ping an hotel. 

AN Old Subscriber asks, if “ L’homme qui Rit,” is by the author 
of “ The Lady's (s) Mile”? 

SOME one wants to know if the tragic buskin, we hear so much of 
in the classics, is synonymous with the Grecian n(h)ose? 
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A HONEYMOON IN HIGHLOW TERRACE. 


(Commenced in No 124.) 
- es 


CHAPTER XXXVII—(Continued.) 

RS. MANTOWLER supposes, of course, 
we know how to play. We say, “Oh, 
yes,” and then meditate for a few mo- 
ments, and add, “if not, we can soon 
learn.” 

Mrs. Mantowler offers to teach us, and 
Rose Anna wants to telegraph to Regent 
Street for a box of implements, to be 
sent immediately by special messenger. 

As it is only an hour short of mid- 
night, this cannot be done, and it is set- 
tled that I am to bring the box with me 
on the top of the omnibus the next after- 
noon. 

I leave Couter and Phlimsey’s earlier 
than usual, and purchase a beautiful set 
of croquet, and then mount my omnibus 
intriumph. At the corner of our road, 
Rose Anna is waiting in eager expectancy. 
Over our garden-gate leans Mrs. Mantow- 
ler, in eagerer expectancy. 

We promise a small boy twopence to 
carry the box up tothe house. He lets it drop twice, the second 
time breaking the top off, and then asks for threepence. 

Between us we carry all the implements on to the croquet lawn. 
The turf is not in that condition which I should like to see, but, 
considering it’s only been put down four days, it isn't tery lumpy. 
The awkward. part of it is, the two ladies have been watering it all 
the morning to make it grow, and that wherever there was an inden- 
tation there is now a ar 

Mrs. Mantowler undertakes to put in the hoops. We stand by in 
a state of eagerness watching her, and trying to look as if we knew 
all about it. When the arrangements are completed, acting under 
the directions of our instructress, we choose balls and mallets, and 
commence our game. Mrs. Mantowler tells us what to do, and we 
do it more or less—generally less. Afier we've acted up to her 
instructions, and got in a good position for our hoop, she follows 
and knocks us away. 

She says, “* That's croquet,” but she won't let us do it to her; so 
it seems as if she were playing and we were not, which, considering 
the hammers and mallets, and sticks and turf, are all my property, 
seems rather hard. The only point about it is, that Mrs. Mantowler 
has a very pretty foot, and—(Rose Anna is looking over my 
shoulder, and says I am not to go on). 

At last we get a chance to croquet Mrs. Mantowler, and we deter- 
mined, with many chuckles, to avail ourselves of it. Rose Anna 
tries first and 
hits the turf, 
knocking up a 
huge lump. 

I say, “Let 
me try, my 
dear,” with an 
air of conscious 
superiority. 

poise my- 
self gracefully, 
and give the 
ladies a_ short 
lecture in the 

style I have 3- 

heard at the 3 

Royal Poly- 4 

technic as te & 

causeandetfect, § 

the angles ol 

incidence, cen- ¥ 

trifugal force, 

&e., &e., &e. | 

then proceed to 

illustrate my re- 
marks by an 
experiment. 

By-the-way,I'm 

not sure I'm 

right in all my 

long words, but 

1 go as near to 

the right ones 

as I can. 

I raise the mallet, prepared to wreak a terrible vengeance on out 
instructress. I swing the mallet, it descends with all my force upon 
my foot instead of the ball. 

rs. Mantowler claps her hands, Rose Anna laughs, I limp. 
Somebody else laughs—many somebody elses—and then | notice for 
the first time that we have been taking our croquet lessons in public. 

I call to the ladies to come in. They say, “ Presently.” 

I bathe my foot in cold water and lie on the sofa, By-and-bye 
we havea long talk on the merits of the game. I think it very 
stupid, but am afraid to say so. 

We go to bed early. 1 have been asleep about an hour when 
Rose Anna awakens me by a violent shaking. I wake in a tremble, 
and ask what's the matter. 

She says, “ Hush!” 

This is mysterious. T ask a reason for her conduct. Ina thrilling 
whisper she says, “ Don’t you hear it?” 

I venture to inquire what I am expected to hear, upon which she 
says “Hush!” a second time, in a mysteriouser and thrillinger 
manner than before. 

This is really alarming ; I feel I am turning pale. 

“There!” says Rose Anna, after a pause, “ lhere it is again—I 
thought it was, and now I'm sure of it.” 

“ What, dearest—what? Speak, I adjure you!” 

My adjuration is made with chattering teeth, I confess, Rose 


He lets it drop. 


i timp. 


Anna answers with a laugh, “ Why, you stupid old man, dov't you 
hear it’s raining!” 

I feel small. | leave off tecth-chattering, and take to sniggering. 
I say, “ Suppose it is raining, what then?" She says, * Why, we've 
left all the croquet things out in the garden.” 

I observe, “Well? "—( Tu be continued neat week, ) 
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Pear lt!" Schemmechom, 
Ye shall be so pleased if 
you can-manage th It's 
only a little Tivate Concert 
e/ 
ve us atrombone solo 
and oblige. ours sincercly, 


lly (n as 


and 
nduy sen Ave. 
Pear elle, 


L don't know how lo 
tell you about the wretched 
business “Everythin 
went beautifully ant thal 
trombone started The thing 
gave @ Froan thet made us 
bea all over and old 

ewby next door trated 
down his gatden with a 
teeah for the cow. 


Then suddenly Iwas 


2. 


Bunkum, Hallo, Yankeries close next week! No 
more larks with the little Totties there, then, Shall | 
have to fall back on the Aquarium, I see. 


wel 
eY « i 
ig an rs) 
SVE 


anked away From the 


Pe ly my hair ( That 
tombone, of course! ) 
Bnd I had only just torn 
myself leose when Mi! 
) O'Toren , wha had been 

j turning over my music, 
| gave a shriek, & rolled 
| overon the Pleor making a 
i @ sort of busyng noise befween his tee 
| Schemmerthorr stobbed to apologise and that LW. 

detestable instrument caught in ibe chandelier and the whole thing came 
plunging down. Then the gas began fo escape and im a few minutes 
our meter had tegistered S00 feet Rpa tried to plug the pipe with 

a champagne cork , but by supbertime we owed the gas Company over 
{59 -and we shall all have fo go fo the workhouse 

O\four miserable frend . Nelly 

“Ps. Wt O'fanen is a little better this evening but his mouth 
1s dreadfully swollen and he has had to take his dinner 
through a straw N 


A GOOD PENN'ORTH. 


Waiter, By Jingo! that cove had a good lump for 
his penny. Why, it was not touched before he came in. 


= Sq 
As IF HE WOULD. 
Clerk, Take a chair, sir. | 
Employer, No larks, you know. My boys are fond | 
of putting tacks in the chair, Don't you do it. 


UBSERKVATIONS.—Many peopie have wied, eveu early in life,and hardly ever much regretted not having learnt the trombone. We are not all made 
alike ; but there are many trombone makers. 


Mrs. 8, falls in love with an Indian prince. Luckily, | 
wv, their elopement is prevented by the sagacily of the | 


Eminent. | 
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HF Fo ee ow Io 
' eee Ba eli a pre ee =z TWO GAY OLD SPARKS. 
t Yin ey SS 7 age 3 a | Conkey. That's it, Pompey, keep it up. Well 
Who is this, my frieuds? it 1 : n (is the wuther of that weil-known book, “Wine, Wit show sume of the prve. how they do it in La elle 
‘ s > cds . SC alis Soll ae aw wo H wil v 
Slubbs, Ler, the ake: * for one o Ree: . : 3 fi % , 3 he i France, my boy. Chuck yer legs about. 
: ! siiparioea | ee anay sett thet ony i 8 pty aN and Revel.” He is cugaged in making nutes for his new work, “ Health, Wealth, and Happiness ; | Pompey. I ean't; nor could you if you had 
only a rag-and-bone man ! How to Secure and How to Retain them.” cramp in your toes. 
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